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WOULD WRENCH THE pene 
PAGES FROM YOUR SIGHT... 
SO DWELL WITH TOLERANCE, 


GENTLE READER, ON THE 
"INCREDIBLE LIFE OF THIS 
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BUT IT's 
SO PRETTY. 
AREN'T YOU fi 
MY MOTHER, 3 
ELIZABETH? / || [ BUT T REMEMBER 
WHEN MOTHER O\EO, 


ELIZABETH CAME 
TO LIVE WITH US! 


OUR STORY UN. 
FOLDS AT A GAY 


HENOING, THEY 
ARE HAPPY ~ 


May ACME me Y! HELLO 
MEMORY, ERNEST: NG MAN 
CONSICERING THAT 
YOU WERE SUCH A 
CHILD WHEN IT ALL 

HAPPENED. 


RAIN! OH OGAR. 
SPOILING OUR 
LOVELY HOLIDAY! 
HURRY, EVERYBODY, 
s (T WILL SOON 
BE COMING 
COWN IN 
TORRENTS! 


VICTOR WON'T 
BE DISAPPOINTED! 

HE LOVES 
STORMS, OON'T 


FRA NKE NSTEIN 


HOW weir © 
RECALL FATHER 
EXPLAINING THE 
ELEMENTS OF 
ELECTRICITY To 
ME WHEN I 


F'ILtS ME WITH 
AWE 


f OON'T WORRY 
ABOuT ME, 
CEAR_GIRL 
% (LL SOON 

SET ORY 


2H, vic TOR! 
YOU'LL 
CATCH 
COLO 


IT WAS AIS MOTHER'S 
Oving wiSh THAT WE 
SOME DAY 

KNOW 

FORGET THE 

HE MACE TO 

HER: YET HE 
TARRIES SO 


TO THINK THAT TOMORROW I 


SHALL BE LEAVING ALL THIS 
NG TO 


.!T SHOULO SADCEN 
LEAVE MV 


FAMILY. YET I 
CANNOT BUT RE- 


UNIVERSITY 
LABORATORY 


JNTIL. I 


THIRST FOR 
KNOWLEOGE 


SON. YOU'VE GOT TO THINK 
OF OTHER THINGS BESIDES 
THE WONDERS OF STEAM 
AND ELECTRICITY. SCIENCE 
HAS ‘TS PLACE, BUT A 
MAN MUST THINK OF A 


WIFE, TOO. YOU KNOW! 
ETH 


SHE UNDER - 
STANDS 


COME. You'O BETTER 
RETIRE,SON (T'S & 
LONG WAY TO 
INGOLSTADT YOu'LL 
WANT TO BE FRESH 
IN BODY ANDO SPIRIT 
FOR THE JOURNEY 


Bo 
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say TO 


XT MORNING.| / LL weit \/ WHAT _CAN . 
[He NEXT MORNING. | REGULARLY Miss you, IZABGETH. FINO 
GO0- SPEED, FATHER: GOOUBYE, VICTOR. Saihy 


ON. WE'LL LOOK Boys! GOoOBYE 
ELIZABETH! 


[=] 
Goopsye! LITTLE JUSTINE MORITZ TO 
HELP YOU WITH THE 


OON'T GRIEVE, ELIZABETH. I 
Ye, HAVE A PLEASANT SURPRISE 
Fe, FOR YOU. L HAVE EMPLOYED 
FAREWELL, + 


ver oR? = YOUNGSTERS. 
gp ge” J 
/\ 


LIAR FIGURE 
ROAD 
PERHAPS I SHOULD NOT AH, HENRY. 
SO ANXIOUS TO GET TO : AT_LEAST You 
HOOL FOR I BELIEVE WELL To R OLD SHED NO TEARS 
MYSELF TOTALLY UNFIT j FRIEND? IF MY FATHER | AT _MY LEAVING! 
FOR THE COMPANY OF DION'T INSIST ON MY I_ SHALL _EX- 
STRANGERS... gi LEARNING HIS BUSI- PECT YOU To 
7 ‘ NESS, |'O BE RIGHT VISIT ME 
) NEXT TO WIN OFTEN, MY 
THAT SEAT! FRIEND. 


FRA NKE NSTEIN 


WELL THERE'S THE 
CHURCH STEEPLE 
I CAN EASILY 
GuiDe MYSELF 
TO MY_ NEW Home 
NOW. FIRST TO 
STOP OFF AT THE 
UNIVERSITY 


TO BEGIN WITH I WANT) 
YOU TO FORGET EvVERY- 
THING YOU'VE BVSR 
jo ee ‘caatil VICTOR, THIS 
WALDMAN. © 
Two BECOME 
THAT WON'T BE TWO A 
cag Ee oo enetes 
VLL TRY. 


ENOLESS WEEKS PASS . EACH DAY 
FINOING VICTOR MORE INTENSE AT 
HIS STUDY AND WORK. 


(Ff COULO ONLY FIND THE KEY 
TO BANISH OCISEASE FROM THE 
HUMAN FRAME AND RENOER 
MAN. INVULNERAGLE TO ANY 
BUT A VIOLENT OEATH. IF. 

\F! ANO T COME SO CLOSE. . 


(S PROFESSOR 


WELCOME, FRANKENSTEIN! 
'VE BEEN WAITING FOR 
YOU. I'M KREMPE, YOUR 


PROFESSOR OF NATURAL 
PHILOSOPHY ee 


I AM HONORED. 
SIR, THAT T 
FIRST TO Er 


ME GHOULO BE 
you. 


THIS iS MORE THAN 

I OREAMEDO OF, THE 

GREAT PROFESSOR 
WALOMAN! 


HEAR THE 


ONLY UTTER EXHAUSTION CAUSES ™m 

TO PAUSE IN THE SECRET EXPERIMENT 

ANDO SEEK REST IN HIS PRIVAT 
CHAMBERS. 


OEAR ELIZABETH, SUCH A FAITHFUL 
CORRESPONOENT! IF SKE ONLY KNEW 
HOW REMOTE THEY ALL SEEM TO ME. 
'M GLAO JUSTINE MAKES HER SO 
HAPPY. I MUST FIND TIME TO WRITE. 
‘T'S BEEN SO LONG . 
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Mente UPON MONTH ROLLS SUDOCENLY. Rey Ee 
N_AND ty 1S AGAIN INANIMATE Gi EATURE | Bens 


) sro MOTHER! 


SLEEP. . T must . 


FRANKENSTEIN © 


GET AWAY '™M LOSING MY 
ARSSPPSsSTT HOM Me, MING. | MUST 
cH me! JF MusST. 
= of i7 | y 


eS 


WILL HE FOLLOW 
MEP _ I PRAY 
TOS HEAVEN HE 
WON'T OARE. 


HMM; . ALWAYS 

TOLD MY WIFE 
HE WAS A 

STRANGE ONE. 
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HELLO, YOU OLD MOLECULE 


CHASER! I OIDN'T _ EXPECT 
TO FIND YOU 4S EASILY 
AS THIS! « 


HENRY CLERVAL! 
WHAT GOOD 

FORTUNE BRINGS 

YOU HERE? 


X 

‘ 
| 
Ni 


eu 


a 
P— 


WE WILL TALK 
ff ABOUT ME LATER 
YOU MUST TRUST 

7 REALLY ME,HENRY AND 

FATHER FINALLY OON'T STOP TALKING VICTOR, NOT THINK I'VE 
CONSENTED TO LET HOW T WELCOME YOU, WHAT AILS 
ME COME TO SCHOOL YOou'LL NEVER KNOW! your © WAIT HERE... Tt 

y 


AND FURTHER ™ TELL ME OF MY HAVE NEVER B. WILL CALL YOu IN 
STUDY IN FAMILY. .. AND SEEN you A MOMENT... IF 


LANGUAGES ELIZABETH LOOKING . ALL IS WELL 
BUT VICTOR - 


BOTHERING ' 
HIM? HE ACTS 


LIKE ONE 
POSSESSED! y 


FRANKENSTEIN 


VICTOR, T OEMANO You TOO_HAROP WORKING TOO 
TELL ME WHAT HAS THAT'S A HARD! WHAT 
FINE yoKe! A FINE JOKE... 


COME OVER YOU. I AM 
YOUR_FRIEND. HAVE HA, HA, HAs. \ HA, HA, HA... 
you BEEN WORKING 

TOO HARO? 


HOUSE - eR DON'T 
KEEPER!.. NERVOUS FEVER. HE'LL \/ MENTION HIS 
RUN AND RECOVER, BUT HE MUST WORK, PROFESSOR, 

FETCH RESTRAIN HIMSELF FROM THAT'S WHAT 
PROFESSOR WORKING SO HARD ON 

WALDMAN, HIS SECRET EXPERIMENTS! A. SEND HIM OFF. 
QUICKLY! ‘ 4 "LL SEE THAT 
COCTOR 

FRANKENSTEIN 

HAS FAINTED! 


i SURE He's Uy Soc0 HANDS. 
YOU'RE A UB FRIEND, CLERVAL. 
WHERE HAVE 
KEEP IN TOUCH WITH ME. You BEEN ALL 
MORNING? AHH. [ 
HOME. THEY KNOW 
THANK SECRET 
you, EXPERIMENT: ane es Psy 
PROFESSOR. } EH! IT THOUGHT hey e 
O... WELL, = SH 
HE'LL TELL am, CHEERFUL 
ME ABOUT IT ws 
(IN OUG TIME. 
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+, YOUR DEAR FATHER IS WELL ANDO 
MISSES YOU MORE ANDO MORE. BUT THE 
HOUSE IS NOT WITHOUT HAPPINESS, FOR 
THE LOVE THAT HAS GROWN BETWEEN 
LITTLE WILLIAM AND HIS NURSE, JUSTINE 
MORITZ IS GREAT, INDEED. WE HAVE 
LEARNED TO LOVE HER AS ONE OF THE 
FAMILY. I MUST AGAIN TELL YOU HOW |, 
HAPPY WE'D BE TO HAVE You VISIT US." 


I Feet \ 
WELL AGAIN. 
LET'S TAKE 


I'M GOING TO CHANGE 
YOUR LIVING QUARTERS... 
I'VE A HUNCH THERE'S 
SOMETHING AROUND 
HERE THAT DEPRESSES 
You LIKE TO IN- 
TRODUCE you 
TO PROFESSOR 
KREMPE 


I_UNDER- 
STAND, 
VICTOR. 
WE'LL SOON 


FORGIVE ME 
FOR ACTING SO 
INDIFFERENT ON 
OUR VISIT. PERHAPS 
Toro TOO MUCH 


GET ME A QUILL 
AND PAPER, 
HENRY, ILL 
ANSWER THIS 
RIGHT AWAY... 


IT'S BEEN A PLEASURE 
MEETING YOU, SIR, BUT 
I THINK VICTOR HAS 

HAD QUITE A OAY 


/ HA! IT'S GOOD 
TO SEE YOU 
TAKE AN 
INTEREST IN 
SOMETHING 

AGAIN! 


YOU ARE 
RIGHT, 

CLERVAL. 
WE WANT 


ANO I SHOULO GET HIM BACK 


THIS IS STRANGE’ 
ANOTHER LETTER 
FROM HOME! IT'S 
FROM YOUR FATHER 
AND BROUGHT BY 
A_SPECIAL 
MESSENGER! 


WHAT! LET 

ME TAKE A 

LOOK AT IT, 
HENRY! 


FRANKENSTEIN 


He als SLURUIAM:-Y air 
STRANGLED TO IMPOSSIGLE.. 
WHO... WHY... 


DEATH! 


CONSOLATION, MY FRIEND, 
FOR SO IRREPARABLE A 
OISASTER, WHAT 0 you 


INTEND DOOtp LEAVE 


INSTANTLY 
FOR GENEVA. 
ORDER A 
CABRIOLET 
FOR ME, 
HENRY... 


THOUGH GRIEF 
FILLS MY SOUL 
A THOUSAND 
NAMELESS 
THOUGHTS OF 
EVit FILL My* 
MIND.-- $ 


THEY WERE TAKING AN 
EVENING WALKIN THE 
CELL... HE WANDERED 
OFF... THEY THOUGHT HE 
WAS AT PLAY ANO WHEN 
HE DION'T RETURN, A 
SEARCH BEGAN. .THEY 
FOUND HIS BODY WITH 
MARK: OF THE MUR- 


DERER'S FINGERS ON 
\ HIS NECK... 


DO NOT BE 
ASHAMED TO 
WEEP, VICTOR, 
IT WILL RELIEVE 
YOUR HEART. 
EVERY MAN 
DESPAIRS THE 

ETERNAL 

ABSENCE OF 
A LOVED ONE. 


THE GATE |S 
LOCKED! I AM 

SHUT OUT OF THE 
city FOR THE 
NIGHT. PERHAPS 

IT WOULO CLEAR 

MY BRAIN TO MAKE 
A NOCTURNAL VISIT, 
TO THE LAKE. .. 


GHASTLY... 
WHAT _FIENO 
COULO 


is 
HEAVY FOR 
TEARS, 
HENRY. 
FAREWELL. 
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WHAT HAPPY DAYS IT 
KNEW HERE. ANO ‘TO 
THINK IT WAS IN THIS 
VERY VICINITY THAT 
LIFE WAS SMOTE 
FROM LITTLE 
WILLIAM, - « 


SUDDENLY... THE CRUNCH OF A 
HEAVY TREAD, AND THE 
BRILLIANCE OF A RIPPING 
BOLT OF LIGHTNING REVEALS 
THE PRESENCE OF ANOTHER 


you DEVIL! you 

KILLED THE CHILD! 
I_COULON'T ADMIT IT 
TO MYSELF, BUT ITS 
TRUE.. YOU ARE 
THE MUROERER! 


VICTOR'S WILD SCREAMING BRINGS 
THE GATE GUARD SCURRYING TO 
HIS SIDE. . 


VICTOR FRANKENSTEIN! MY SYMPATHY ¥ 
: TO YOU, SIR. LITTLE DOES SUCH RANT- 
IN THE HEAVY DARKNESS OF |) > y ING HELP THE POOR DEAD CHILO. T 
INIGHT AND STORM, PURSUIT WILL ALLOW you TO PASS THROUGH 
IS FUTILE. - ; : , THE GATE..GO TO YOUR FAMILY, 
Mi ie MAN, THEY AWAIT YOU. 
.-AND I WAS FOOL} f 
ENOUGH TO THINK 
YOU HAD MET WITH 
DESTRUCTION IN 
THE ALPS! 


FRA NKE NSTEIN 


MR. VICTOR! SHHH. DON'T AWAKEN SILENCE REIGNS OVER THE SORROW- 
IT'S YOU... THE FAMILY. I WILL STRICKEN HOME AND THE WEIGHT ON 
SEE THEM IN THE VICTOR'S HEART IS IMMEASURABLE... 
MORNING. THEY NEED = : 
THEIR SLEEP AFTER THIS HOUSE WILL NEVER " 
WHAT "THEY'VE BEEN BE THE SAME WITHOUT 
THROUGH. - you, LITTLE BROTHER. 
MY SOUL IS IN-ANGUISH., 
A THOUSAND DEVILS / 
TORTURE !T.. 


SUDDENLY, ERNEST ENTERS THE ROOM.. TWO 
YEARS HAVE MADE A GREAT CHANGE IN 
THE YOUTH... 


fweicome, vIC TOR. ERNEST! How 
IT1S AN UNHAPPY YOU'VE GROWN! ELIZABETH REQUIRES CONSOLATION, 
WELCOME. . WITH i THE OTHERS, SHE FELT IT WAS HER FAULT SINCE 
THE SHADOW OF YF WILLIAM HAS BEEN HER WARD ALL 
DEATH HOVERING 3 % THESE YEARS. I NEED NOT TELL You Al 
OVER THIS OF FATHER, BUT SINCE THE MUR- Pay 
HOUSE . CERER HAS BEEN DISCOVERED... t 


DISCOVERED! 
BUT WHO COULD 
OVERTAKE 

HIM? 


if CIRCUMSTANCES PROVED IT! THE 
MORNING AFTER THE MURDER SHE 
I GON'T KNOW WHAT SUDDENLY TOOK To HER BED AND 
YOu MEAN. VICTOR! IT \ WENT INTO A STRANGE SLUMBER: 
WAS A GREAT SHOCK IN HER POCKET A SERVANT 
TO US THAT JUSTINE CHANCED TO SEE THE LOCKET 
COULD BE SOC LOVING ELIZABETH HAD PUT ON WILLIAM'S 
TO WILLIAM AND AT z NECK BEFORE HIS DEATH: 
THINK A LOCKET WAS TEMPTA- 


THE SAME TIME BE 
SC WICKED JUSTINE TION FOR MURDER! 


a MORITZ : Mer 
§ MURDERED 
j WILLIAM !! NO.. NO! 


IT's A 


MISTAKE! 
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r wa Ney 

yOU ARE ALL FATHER! DID YOU (7 INDEED, AND SO 
MISTAKEN. I Ay WE'VE HEAR DO WE. JUSTINE 
KNOW THE A \ ‘] AWAKENED VICTOR, WAS A GREAT 
MURDERER. . YOu... FATHER? SHOCK TO US. 
JUSTINE 1S iJ HE SAYS WELCOME, 


INNOCENT! ta ¢ HE KNOWS VICTOR. 
NN THE TRUE ioe 
{ £ § MURDERER! rs : 


vT 1 A MOST UNHAPPY \/ OH, VICTOR! COME, COME, THIS IS NO 
HOME - COMING, FATHER... you WAY TO GREET THE DAY. 
ELIZABETH: TRAVELED WE MUST STRENGTHEN 
FAST. «+ OURSELVES, FOR INA THE , 
FEW HOURS THE TRIAL TRIAL! 
WILL BE ON. so | 
Quickty! 
SHE'S INNOCENT. 


YOU ARE RIGHT, 
COUSIN ALPHONSE, 
"LU HAVE THE SERVANTS MANY HOURS LATER, THE CURIOUS ANDO THE 
PREPARE BREAKFAST. SYMPATHETIC FILE QUIETLY INTO THE COURT- 

YOU HAD BETTER REST i “- 

DURING THE DAY, VICTOR 
YOU CAN GO TO COURT HALF OF THE 
TOMORROW. TOWN HAS 
fe TURNED OUT! 


YES, VICTOR. JUSTINE 
WILL SOON KNOW 


YOU'RE KINO, ELIZABETH 
BUT YOU DON'T UNDER - 
STAND. I MUST BE 

THERE TODAY... 


FRA NKE NSTEIN 


THE COURT IS NOW 


(/ I WAS ONE OF THE 
IN OROER. SILENCE 


SEARCHING PARTY. 


JUSTINE! 
CiTTLEe 


SHALL PREVAIL. WILL I MET JUSTINE IN WILLIAM 
THE FIRST WITNESS THE FOREST, SHE iS LOST! 
TAKE THE STAND, SEEMEC GREATLY HAVE You 


EXCITED... SEEN HIM 


BY ANY 


LAM MR FRANKEN- 

STEIN'S HOUSEKEEPER 
JUSTINE HAON'T BEEN 
IN HER ROOM ALL 


I AM THE GATE GUARD. I'VE 
HAO THAT POST FOR TEN 
YEARS. JUSTINE COULON'T ... WHEN I FOUND 
POSSIBLY HAVE COME HER FULLY ORESSED 
THERE AS SHE CLAIMS a ACROSS HER BED 
OR I WOULD HAVE SEEN = Z IN THE MORNING, I 
é WAS GOING TO TELL 
HER THE NEwS. I 
HAPPENED To SEE 
HER JACKET... 
THERE WAS THE 
LOCKET... IN 


OH! THE GATE 
1S LOCKED AND 
NO ONE IN SIGHT! 
(LL HAVE To 
SLEEP IN THE 
wooos! 


ANO THUS THE TRIAL 
SLOWLY PROCEEDS... 
baron 

“ST you HAVE 


/ JUSTINE LOVED THE CHILO I HAO VISITED AN AUNT "VE GOT TO LEAvE./ HEARO THE 
AND ACTED AS A MOTHER WITH ELIZABETH'S PER- I CAN'T STAND IT. TESTIMONY. 
TO HIM. I DO NOT HESITATE TO MISSION. ON MY RETURN THEY'O NEVER BE-| PREPARE To 
SAY, NOTWITHSTANDING THE I MET ONE OF THE WiEVE I AM THE CAST YouR 
EVIDENCE, SHE'S INNOCENT SEARCHING PARTY... HE TRUE MURDERER, BALLOTS, 
THE LOCKET WAS NOT TOLD ME ABOUT WILLIE YURYMEN. 
A TEMPTATION, FOR TI I WAS FRANTIC, I SEARCHED 

WOULO HAVE GLAOLY GIVEN UNTIL IT GREW DARK. THE 

IT TO HER, SO MUCH OO GATE WAS LOCKED. I SAW 

I HOLD HER IN ESTEEM! NO ONE, I SPENT. 

THE NIGHT IN 

THE wooos. I 

HAVE NO IDEA 

HOW THE 

LOCKET GoT 

IN MY POCKET, 


HOW CAN THEY CONOEMN ‘ OH, VICTOR, YOU LEFT 
THIS YOUNG GIRL FOR BEFORE YOU SAW WHAT 
THE CRIME COMMITTED HAPPENED! JUSTINE 

BY A MONSTER OF MY = BROKE DOWN ANDO CON- 
CREATION. YET, WHO FESSED! SHE DID 


WILL BELIEVE ME COMMIT T ! 
WHAT SHALL I © a ae uae 


ELIZABETH, LISTEN TO ME. PERHAPS THEY 
IT ISN'T TRUE. WE MUST WILL LET US SEE 
GET TO HER ANO FINO OUT THE GIRL IN 
WHAT Mace HER SAY SUCH HER CELL. 


CIAL ERMISSION THI AR 


TED AN AUDIENCE WITH THE 
boo 


JUSTINE! WHAT I GREW SO WEARY OF 
MADE YOU CONFESS | ALL THEIR: CONFUSING 
QUESTIONS.. YET NOW 
KNOW YO 'M “TRULY MISERABLE. 
Commit? FOR I CONFESSED A 
Lig, BUT IT IS TOO LATE 
TO TRY TO TAKE IT 
~ SOON T WILL TI WILL HELP You, 
JOIN MY SWEET JUSTINE. I'LL THINK 
WILLIAM. OF SOMETHING 
THAT ALONE DEPEND ON IT! 
CONSOLES ME 


FRANKENSTEIN 


BUT THE NEXT DARK DAWN FINDS JUSTINE PAYING THE 


FOR DAYS VICTOR BROODS. 
EIGHTY TOLL OF MUROER WITH HER OWN YOUNG LIFE 


FORGIVE ME IF IT STARTLEO 
YOU, VICTOR. YOUR FATHER 
WOULO LIKE TO SPEAK 


I SHALL NEVER KNOW 
PEACE AGAIN. MAY THE 
ALMIGHTY HAVE MERCY 
ON THAT POOR INNOCENT 

GIRL'S SOUL 


HERE I AM, SON 
WE'VE CECIDED TO 
REST A FEW WEEKS 


IN THE MOUNTAINS 
OR YOUR HEALTH 

| WILL BE GONE AGAIN 
WE ALL NEED A 


WE'RE GOING TO STAY 
AT OUR LODGE, VICTOR 
AND FATHER SAYS IF 
WE RICE STEADILY, 
WE'LL BE THERE FOR 


CHANGE. WE'LL 
LEAVE IN THE 
MORNING 


AH! IT'S GOOD TO 
BE HERE AGAIN. 
WE MADE IT IN 
SUCH SHORT 
TIME, TOO 


NO WONDER: 
DION'T YOU SEE 
THE WAY VICTOR 
CHARGED HIS 

HORSE * 


1F YOU'LL EXCUSE \/ 


ME.. I'M GOING 
FOR 4 STROLL 


I WOULDN'T BE 
SURPRISED IF WE 
WERE IN FOR AN 
ELECTRIC STORM’ 
OUR FIRST DAY 
TOO WHAT LUCK.. 


LUNCH! 


I DON'T SEE Why 
THE MENTION OF AN 
ELECTRIC STORM 
SHOULD OISTURB You. 


e's 
iGEO 
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SUOOENLY, A SOUND... THE 
CRUNCH OF A HEAVY TREAD. 
GROWING IN MOMENTUM. . 


ABHORRED BE CALM, 
MONSTER! THE Re 


WILLIAM. -. JUSTINE... 


7 
WHAT'S THIS? AH! 
» THAT SHADOW! SO! 


AGAIN! THIS TIME 
mee KILL HIM! 


YOu SPEAK! HATED W/ 
you've 


COME. FOLLOW 
ME TO MY 


BELIEVE ME, VICTOR 
FRANKENSTEIN, I 

COULD KILL YOU WITH 
A SINGLE BLOW! BUT 
YOU ARE MY CREATOR 
AND THAT MUST NOT 
BE HEAR ME OUT. 


FRA NKE NSTEIN 


ENTER AND 
SEAT YOURSELF, 
VICTOR 
FRANKENSTEIN. 


... I WANDERED INTO THE 
FOREST, COLD, HUNGRY 
AND IGNORANT. FINALLY I 
SPIED AN OLO BEGGAR AT 


FIRE WAS THEN MINE 
ANO I FOUNO IT KEPT mE 
WARM, BUT I GR 

WAS STILL 

HUNGRY... 


SN'T UNTIL I WENT TO THE 
uwee THAT I DISCOVERED 
WHAT A MONSTER I WAS. WOMEN FF 
FAINTED. CHILOREN SHRIEKED AT ¢ 
MY SIGHT, MEN STONED ME... 


NOW I'LL TELL My STORY. 
I REMEMBER LITTLE OF 
THE FIRST DAY IT WAS 
CREATED. AFTER You 
LEFT ME I WAS COLO. I 
SAW YOUR BODY WAS 
CLOTHED, So I TOO 
SOME OF YOUR 
GARMENTS AND 

PUT THEM ON AS 

BEST THEY'D 

FIT. I LEFT THE 

HOUSE BY THE 

BACK ENTRANCE.. 


LATER I CAME UPON A HUT. A 

MAN WAS INSIDE EATING. HE 

SCREAMED IN FRIGHT ANO ALSO: 

RAN OFF. I DION'T UNDERSTAND 

HIS TERROR. I was ONLY IN~ 

TERESTED IN EATING HIS 
Fooo. 
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VOICES ATTRACTED ME. 


T FLEO TO THE EDGE OF THE FOREST - 

IN EXHAUSTION... THERE I SAW A HOVEL IMOVED A FEW BOARDS IN THE 

AND DECIDED TO SPENO THE NIGHT IN WALL AND THERE FOR THE FIRST 

iT.. I THOUGHT IT WOULD ONLY BE TIME I SAW THE COTTAGES THAT 
WERE TO CHANGE MY ENTIRE 


THAT NIGHT... 68UT. - 
OUTLOOK ON LIFE 


FOR OAYS I WATCHED, UNSEEN, THESE 

COMING PRORLE, ALL Bad hin CONG oa THE STRONGER,I wWAITEO 
POC ee OC Oy Tels NOLIN GL etntS FOR DARKNESS ANO DID 
CARRY FUEL TO THE FIRE..-T FELT T f Heinle Bled lass lf 
WANTEO TO BE ONE OF THEM. . i ( 


FINALLY, ONE DAY, A VISITOR ARRIVED. IT WAS LATER I LEARNED SHE 
THE YOUNG MAN'S FIANCEE. THEY WERE OVER WAS ARABIAN. FELIX 
JOYED AT THE SIGHT OF EACH OTHER. .1 TAUGHT HER HIS LAr: 
NOTICED WITH GREAT CURIOSITY THAT HER GUAGE...I WATCHED. 
LANGUAGE DIFFERED FROM HIS. . LISTENED ANG LEARNES 
ALONG WITH HER 


FRANKENSTEIN 


THEY LEFT GIFTS FOR THEIR UN- EAR A 
KNOWN FRIEND. THAT MEANT I HAD BiecoveReE THE SECRETS OF 
NO MORE TROUBLE GETTING FooD. MY CREATION FROM PAPERS 
I HAD BOOKS To PRACTICE THE TZ FOUND IN THE POCKET OF 
READING LESSONS IT HAD OVER- YOUR OLO COAT. I WAS DE- 
y TERMINED ‘TO FIND YOU FROM 
THAT MOMENT ON... 


THEN ONE DAY NOBODY 
WAS ABOUT BUT THE 
BLIND MAN. IT WAS MY 


PLEADED 
THEM TO ACCEPT ME AS A FRIEND, 
+ OH, NO, HE EVEN BUT MY PLEAS WERE IN VAIN, , . 
INVITED ME To come 
NEAR HIM... 


I CANNOT SEE You 


MY FRIEND, BUT T 

BID You WELCOME 
TO MY HUMBLE . 

QUARTERS. 


AND SO THOSE I HAD SS) 
fect WERE Myon : MY (ir Was At THis Time T st 
; OUT ON MY SEARCH FOR YoU. F 

FRIENOS, FEARED ME 
be HAD LEARNED MY GEOGRAPHY 

Sai neieavien te re  ) WELL ANO KNEW HOW To GUIDE 
WITH SHRIEKS ANO ae 

Sumo MYSELF BY THE SUN ANDO ITS 

iat ‘ SHADOWS. .. 
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A YOUNG SIRL STUMBLED INTC 
THE FAST 


BROOK 
BEAR HER COWN 
To THE RESCUE 


WATERS OF THE 
HER SKIRTS COULC 
T LEAPEC 


WHILE PASSING THROUGH THE FOREST 
TI MET WITH PICNICKERS THEY WERE 
HAVING GREAT SPORT My HEART 
ACHED THAT I_ COULD NOT BE HAPPY 
' AS THEY WERE 


WHEN SUDDENLY 


TEARS FOLLEQ GOWN MY CHEEKS THERE 
NOT A LIVING THING T COWL O CALL 


WAS 


HER, COMPANION DIDN'T UNDERSTAND. 
HE GHOTAT ME, I DROPFED THE 
GIRL ANO RAN OFF,. BLOOD ANC 
PAIN RACKED MY SHOULOCER... T 
CURSED THE SITTES FATE. THAT 
MADE ME SUCH « 
MONSTER THAT ALL 
SHUNNEO ANO EVEN 

TRIED TO Kitt. . 


1 DECIDED TO TAKE HIM, WITH ME ANNO 
TEACH HIM TC BE MY FRIEND EVERY 
MAN NEEDS 4 FRIEND 


A LITTLE CHILD APPEARED 
HE DIDN'T FEAR ME LIKE THE 
OTHERS 


HUSH, LITTLE 
MAN. I WON'T 
HURT YOU 


FRANKENSTEIN 


HE SCREAMED ANDO SCREAMED, I KNEW SUDDENLY HE STOPPED 
HIS CRIES WOULD BRING HIS COMPANIONS HIS SCREAMING AND 
OOWN ON ME...I TRIED TO QUIET HIM... WAS_VER'Y STILL AND 
BUT LIMP IN MY ARMS. © 
HELD A LOCKET 
FROM HIS NECK, IT 
CONTAINED A 
PICTURE OFA @ 
BEAUTIFUL 
WOMAN. «- 


LATER I CAME ACROSS A SLEEPING 
SIRL. AN IDEA STRUCK ME. Z COUL. 
RID MYSELF OF ALL SUSPICION OF 
THE CRIME IF I SLIPPED THE LOCKET. 
INTO HER POCKET, » 


I WAS SORRY ABOUT THE CHILD, 
BUT HE SHOULDN'T HAVE CRIED 
OUT. THE PICTURE SET MY 
BRAIN WORKING. I KNEW THEN 
THE SOLUTION OF My 
LONELINESS... I WENT 
OEEPER INTO THE 

FOREST... 


THE SOLUTION I FOUND 
IN THAT LOCKET |S VERY 
DURING MY LONG JOURNEY I LEARNED YOU. My CREATOR MUST 
THAT THE BOY WAS YOUR BROTHER AND ; MAKE HER FOR Me! 
JHE GIRL WAS HANGED FOR MY CRIME. a 
I REGRETTED IT, BUT REMEMBERED 
THAT NO MERCY HAD BEEN SHOWN TO 
ME...I FOLLOWED YOU TO THE 
MOUNTAINS . 
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I REFUSE! no ED 00 NOT THREATEN 
TORTURE SHALL YOU; CREATOR, I 
EVER EXTORT REASON WITH you. 
ME TO 00 SUCH / GIVE ME A WIFE 
A-THING! A 
' } I PROMISE TO 
NEVER! QuIT EUROPE 
FOREVER. I'LL 
OEPART FOR SOME 
+ REMOTE sLAND AND 
LIVE THE REST OF 
AMY DAYS IN QUIET, 


GRANT ME THIS WISH, 

CREATOR. I DESERVE 

SOME CHANCE FOR 

HAPPINESS, ALL MEN 

EXPECT THAT OF 
LIFE. 


YOU MAKE A DEVIL'S 
BARGAIN, BUT IF I 
THOUGHT YOU WOULO 
CLEAR OUT OF EUROPE 
FOREVER IT WOULD 

. BE WORTH IT TO ME. 


IT HAVE NO NEED TO ( } VICTOR RETURNS WITH A 
SHAKE YOUR HAND. I , ' : STRANGE ELATION FLARING 
WILL CREATE you A ' — . IN HIS HEART, 


WIFE ANO IT HAVE 
WAYS TO SEE THAT 


NONSENSE, 
FATHER. \'M 
FEELING 
BETTER THAN 
I HAVE IN 
MONTHS! 


I SHALL NOT TROUBLE VICTOR! We've 
YOU OR YOURS AGAIN, : BEEN FRANTIC 
BUTT WILL BE BY YouR WITH FEAR 
SIDE, ALWAYS. THIS IS A OVER you! 
ONE BARGAIN YOU CAN- } 

NOT BREAK, VICTOR 


"LRETURN TO GENEVA. . . OF THAT, FATHER. OPPORTUNITY TO SPEAK 
7 I MusT Go TO TO ELIZABETH... 
SHELL,SON, YOU SEEM To BE ENGLAND FoR 7 
FEELING SO MUCH BETTER... A WHILE «... THEN. YOU HAVE BEEN SO PATIENT.. 
I WANT TO REMINO you \ IF SHE'LL HAVE WILL YOU WAIT JUST TWO MORE 
AGAIN OF ELIZABETH... wet ME... YEARS. I'M CERTAIN To BE MY 
YOU HAVE KEPT THE POOR : OLO SELF THEN. IT'S SOME- 
GIRL WAITING... ‘ : THING I CAN'T EXPLAIN NOW, 
= A DEAREST. YOU MUST HAVE 
FAITH IN ME. 


AFTER TWO RESTFUL WEEKS... THE |/ 1 Have THOUGHT] | LATER, VICTOR SEIZES AN a 


OH, VICTOR: I 
BEG YOU TO TAKE 


CARE OF yYouR- 
SELF. AND you 
KNOW IN YOUR 


FRA NKE NSTEIN 


VICTOR LOST NO TIME 
STARTING ON HIS UN 
EXPECTED JOURNEY. 


HELLO, VICTOR! you \ 
CERTAINLY GAVE ME aN 
SHORT NOTICE TO 

GET HERE! 


/_HOW BLUE 
THE WATERS 

/ OF THE 

RHINE ARE, 
VicTOoR! 


FINALLY, THE FAMOUS WHITE 
HS OF} DOVER... 


A 


4 
IT'S SCOTLAND 
I LONG TO 
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MAY I RELIEVE Y I CAN'T UNDERSTAND 
YOU OF YOUR YOUR NOT WANTING TO |) 
BAG, SIR? PART WITH THAT, 
= a VICTOR. IT'S BEEN 
/YES, BUT We've WITH YOU SINCE WE 
(THE PERTH WALKED MILES, < P LEFT Home! 
LANOSCAPE, VICTOR, LET'S + eae 
HENRY! MORE REST IN THE THANK You, 
BEAUTIFUL NEXT VILLAGE 
iN 


BUT I PREFER EN I FEAR THERE 
HAVING IT 1S SOMETHING ELSE 
WITH ME, 5 


YOU WON'T UNOER~ 
STAND, HENRY. 


f BON'T BE OFFENDED, BUT AS You AND &O, A re ) HOUT 
/ ix KEAVING YOU IN PERTH. WISH, MY EXPLA TION, Vit TOR mare wre 
| 'VE RENTED A DESERTED FRIEND, FO - PANION. .. SETTING 

HUT IN THE ORKNEY'S TO DO OUT ACROSS THE MOORS, ALONE... = 
ALITTLE RESEARCH. . 


WELL, VICTOR 
FRANKENSTEIN, 
WHO KNOWS WHAT 
THIS SECOND 
ExPERIMENT 
WILL RESULT IN... 


AY HAS PASSED SINCE HIS ARRIVAL AT THE 
RTEO SHACK, YET, ALREACY TH 
“A CRUDE LABORATORY... 


Lis CE ON A | 
x NOS e THE Back~ |- 
I] GROUND A FAMILIAR FIGURE WAITS... | 
THE VERY DEVIL HIMSELF J; = WATCHES. . . : 
MUST BE URGING ME ON... & a 
I CAN'T GET STARTED if 

GOON ENOUGH 


' 
f 
it 
yal 
ag 


FRA NKE NSTEIN 


LY WHAT A HIDEOUS 
CREATURE! YET 
HOw COULD ANY- 
ONE CREATE 
BEAUTY FROM 
THE FILTH I 
MUST USE TO 
WORK WITH 


wl 
Ain Ne 


a: 


iy 


(BUT THE STRAIN OF FIENDISH 
LABOR SUDDENLY CAUSES 
VICTOR'S NERVES To SNAP... 


BUT ESCAPE |S 
NOT SO SIMPLE 


GO BACK. VICTOR 
FRANKENSTEIN! 


WHA vES' 
YES. you 
ARE RIGHT 
I MUST GO 


Ff) EVER WATCHING THIS FAN- 
TASTIC BIRTH, A GIANT HULK 
SHADOWS THE WINDOW PANE 

s IN ANXIOUS ANTICIPATION 

ry 


FAREWELL, HOUSE OF 

EVIL! I Go. NEVER TO 

RETURN TO THE STENCH 

OF SIN THAT HANGS 
OVER you! 


{ YES! THERE 1S SOMETHING 


I ALMOST OVERLOOKED. 
THIS ANDO THIS ANC THIS! 
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FIEND! creator oF a Zi WHAT KINO OF JUSTICE 


DEMONS, YOU HAVE WOULD YOU CALL THAT ? 
BROKEN YOUR EVEN AN OUTCAST 
PROMISE! CREATURE LIKE MYSELF 
: CAN THINK OF BETTER. 
1) ie I GO NOW, VICTOR 
TRUE, BUT YOU MAY FRANKENSTEIN, BUT T 
HAVE YOUR REVENGE, SHALL RETURN ON YOUR yl 
MONSTER. KILL ME! WEDDING NIGHT AND. 
I WILL NOT STRUGGLE THEN SEEK MY 
AGAINST You. REVENGE! 


FLAMES RAGE THROUGH THE 

HOUSE OF DOOM, LIGHTING THE 

BEACH WHERE VICTOR FLEES 
TO HIS FRAIL CRAFT. .. 


WEACING OUT INTO THE NORTH CHANNEL, VICTOR 
RACES A SUDDEN LASHING STORM, BUT HE 
FEELS IT NOT, 


HOW CAN I FACE HENRY 
WHO WAITS FOR ME SO 
. PATIENTLY IN IRELAND. 


DEATHS. -. 


FRANKENSTEIN 


VW NOW WHY BOTHER MR_KIRWIN MR KIRWIN! 
Ej ACTING? YOU KNOW HAS BEEN WHO 1S HEP 
WHERE YOU ARE WAITING 

IN IRELANO, FOR you! 

THAT'S WHERE 


Y MRO KIRWIN 
MAGISTRATE! WHO WHAT DOES HE 1S TH 


Ee 
CID YOu THINK HE WANT WITH ME = MURDERER 
WAS? ‘ 


COME 
ALONG 
ANDO FINC 
OuUT. 
STRANGER! 


PERHAPS I CAN REFRESH YOUR MEMORY NX WE THINK YE DIO' ANY LOCAL 
MAN... LAST NIGHT THE HIGH WIND DROVE ‘| MAN WOULON'T BE USING TH. 
ONE OF OUR FISHERMEN INTO PORT THERE PART OF THE BEACH DURING : 
WAS NO MOON SO HE STUMBLED ALONG ON THE NIGHT. FOR IT 1S JUST ROCKS, 
THE DARK BEACH... AYE, HE STUMBLEO 4 BUT A CRIMINAL WOULD FIGURE 
OVER THE BODY OF A DEAD MAN' THE i IT WAS A CHOICE SPOT FOR HIS: 
POOR CORPSE WAS STILL WARM HIS Z EVIL! THEN YOU TRIED TO GET. 
NECK WORE THE ~4 ce AWAY BUT ROWED IN A. CIRCLE 
BLACK FINGER: \Y/ = : LET'S. VISIT THE MORGUE, THEN? 
MARK OF THE " " : HEAR WHAT YOU HAVE TO SAYL 
STRANGLER' oe 
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HAVE MY MURDEROUS MACHI- 
NATIONS DEPRIVED YOU OF 
LIFE ALSO, DEAREST FRIEND?! 
THO I HAVE ALREADY DE- 
A } i STROYED. OTHER VICTIMS 
KNOW HIM, / ey ‘ = MAY AWAIT THE 
EX? ; a SAME DESTINY! 
] f a BUT you.. 
MY FRIENC. 


KINDLY HAVE HIM , NO LONGER ABLE TO SUPPORT THE AGONIZING 
REVIVED INA , MENTAL TORTURE. VICTOR LAY AT THE POINT OF 
CELL. HE'S A é DEATH FOR TWO LONG MONTHS BUT HE WAS 
SICK MAN, ! DOOMED TO LIVE... AKINOLY NURSE TENOS HIM... 
PATRICK ETE as, = —r 
THERE NOW! DON'T WASTE YOUR 
STRENGTH TELLING ME AGAIN 
THAT YOU'RE INNOCENT, I'M your & 
FRIEND. T BELIEVE 
you' 


VICTOR, MY Boy. I'M PLEASED TO 
SEE YOU LOOKING STRONGER. I 
HAVE_HEARO FROM YOUR FATHER 


NO, NO! TAKE HI 
HERE AWAY... FOR MERCY'S 
VICTOR! SAKE} 00 NOT LET 
? HiM ENTER. . - 


PLEASE GO AWAY, MR. 
KIRWIN. I CAN'T BEAR 
TO HEAR MY FATHER'S 
NAME MENTIONED IN 
THIS PLACE... 


= 


\ 


hyd 


FATHER... 
FATHER! 


YOUR WEDDING TO ELIZABETH HOW CAN I 
Pee Bepe. Veet alee 
AS WE ARRIVE IN N: 
/ SURES) NCRRSL CAD VICTOR. 17 WILL MAKE A THREATENS 
fy 7 a a el NEW MAN OF You! Me. . 


YOu'LL BE GOING 
HOME NOW, mR. 
FRANKENSTEIN .. 
ANDO MIND YOUR 
HEALTH, NOW! 
you' RE STILL 
EA “+ 


wes =e ge SR ae is” 
AL GEN 


IAM WITH YOU. VICTOR 
(eae , EVERY 
MILE OF THIS 

JOURNEY 
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POE INA PEW \/ AND D HAVEA PLEASANT 
y onRpRice FoR You 
ELIZABETH TO MEET 
a erie STATION! 


HE'S MORE LIKE 
HIS OLO SELF 


THAN EVER 
BEFORE! 


HAPPY rl Aas, 
TAKE PLACE? 


FRANKENSTEIN 


SOON AFTE ELIZABETH AND VICTOR WERE MARRIE 
A STRANGE CO! al Ow QUIE 

AS IF A GREAT FEAR 

VICTOR, 
'M SO 


VieToR! PuT \/ TO THE LODGE. STEALING AWAY FROM THE WEODING 

ME DOWN, THAT'S FAR GUESTS, THEY DRIVE TO THE SECLUDED 

You SILLY ENOUGH FROM LOOGE TO BE ALONE... BUT A GHILL OF 
Boy! EVERYONE! ; UNSEEN TERROR FILLS VICTOR'S HEART: .- 


EVEN AT THIS MOMENT, THE WOR! 


ELIZABETH! NONSENSE, VICTOR: IT s 
THE MONS’ R RING IN VICTOR'S & 


YOU'RE WILL BE ENTIRELY 
TREMBLING... DIFFERENT ON THE “I SHALL RETURN ON youR WEDD) 
AFRAID OF INSIDE WHEN WE NIGHT, THEN SEEK MY REVENGE. " 
THIS \ LIGHT THE CANOLES! 
t 


DARKNESS? 
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a Ie WaRCINE RECEPTION, THE GUESTS MEANWHILE. . « I WON'T LET 

CORNERED FRANKENSTEIN'S a ANYTHING 

ER...AND TEASE HIM WITH THERE! THAT'S HAPPEN... I 

QUESTIONS + MUCH Ir 
BETTER: 


THIS WITHOUT 


WHAT TRICKS) 
ARE_YOU UP 
Tor 


BUT IN THE BLACK SHADOWS: — 
EVERY WORD |S HEARD BY ~ 
WILO- EYED LISTENER. .- - 


= YOU WILL SOON FIND 

DON'T BE STARTLED. — OUT, VICTOR FRANKEN- 
BELOVED... WHILE YOU te STEIN) THAT UNLIKE 
GO TO YOUR ROOM, I : { you...I KEEP MY 
WANT TO_MAKE CERTAIN PROMISES. 

THAT EVERY DOOR |S 

SAFELY LOCKED FOR 

THE NIGHT 


LOOK! LIGHT'S IN 
THE LODGE! suSsT OREADFUL 
AS WE SUSPECTED. | APPREHENSION I 
WILL THEY BE [ FEEL, CLOUDING THE 
SURPRISED To i HAPPIEST DAY OF 
MY LIFE. 


WILL THIS HORRIBLE NIG 
EVER END? = 
THERE |S NO 

SIGN OF HIM 

ABOUT, YET: :. 


NOW, MASTER, WE ARE 
BOTH WIDOWERS! HA, 
A, HAL 


KILL YOU:-- 
KILL you! 


‘TH! DEATH! I MUST DIE. 
UT ee 9 M NOT WORTH 
FIT UNTIL T 

THIS DISASTER! 


FRANKENSTEIN 


A 
HAVE AVENGED 


met p- 
ELIZABETH! 
ELIZABETH! J). 
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VICTOR, STUNNED AND DAZED, WITH HIS 
STRICKEN FATHER, IS LED DOWNSTAIRS 
BY KINOLY HANOS 
IAM A DOCTOR! 7) ORINK THIS, 
LL TAKE CHARGE | MY Boy! 


FATHER GONE 7 WE WILL 1F YOU FOLLOW THE 
TOo.. I MUST r HELP You STREAM, "TWILL TAKE 
FIND Tris VICTOR, |) /a 

MONSTER! ? : 


WE WON'T HAVE 
A PLEASANT 

YOU TO THE FRANKEN: / TIME OF IT HAVING 

STEIN HOME. MEN. TO. EXPLAIN THE 
POOR MAN'S 

DEATH TO THE 


URS LATER, A GROUP OF ‘THE 
ARCHERS CHANCE TO MEET 
THE DOEEP FOREST - 


* WORSE THAN THAT! WE 
“Us, See teats FOUND HIM HERE ON THE 
WHY, IS GROUND RAVING ANDO 

Le 43 RANTING! LISTEN FOR 
a fe tie YOURSELF! 
DEAD? Uf 


VICTOR 
FRANKEN- 
STEIN IS 

A INSANE! 


FRA NKE NSTEIN 


THE FOLLOWING WEEKS IN A RETREAT WHILE IN THE HOSPITAL'S AOMITTANCE CHA 


FOR THE MENTALLY ILL ONLY TEND PROFESSOR WALDMAN PLEADS FOR HIS 
TO INTENSIFY VICTOR'S ANGUISH, - FRIEND! FREEDOS: 


WHY HAVE THEY BROUGHT ME wy. »- BECAUSE OF THE BACKGROUND 

HERE... A PADDED CELL... yj OF THIS CASE, IT AM WILLING TO 

TAM NOT MAD! THEY \ 7 STAKE MY REPUTATION THAT 

MUST LET ME Go! Yy VICTOR FRANKENSTEIN IS SANE! 
j I BEG YOU TO RELEASE Him! 


YOU SPEAK SO 
SINCERELY, SIR, WE 
ARE CONVINCED! 
YOU MAY HAVE THE 


. . EVERY WORD I 

HAVE TOLD YOU ABOUT, 

THIS MONSTER iS 

THE TRUTH, YOUR 

HONOR. I BESEECH 

THE COURT TO HELP SOMETIMES 

ME APPREHEND MAKES A MAN'S 
THE FIEND. THOUGHTS 

WILO. 


I CAN'T THANK you 
ENOUGH, PROFESSOR 
I SHALL REPAY You 
SOMEHOW, BUT FOR 

Now, I MUST SEE 
THE MAGISTRATE. 


you MUST ey COME, 
BELIEVE Him, PROFESSOR, 
JUDGE. I KNOW IT'S PLAIN ‘TO ALONE.. PLEASE 
HE SPEAKS SEE WE ARE UNDERSTAND. . 
THE TRUTH! ONLY THANK YOU AGAIN 
+ WASTING FOR ALL YOU'VE 
TiME. «4 DONE. 


neh 
ll Mt 
Mf 
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FIVE INNOCENT PEOPLE.. 
MAY THE ALMIGHTY 
BLESS THEIR SOULS 

AND HAVE PITY 


a 
“THIS TIME YOU WILL NOT LK? HE IS OUT OF SIGHT! AH, 
ELUDE ME... I'LL FOLLOW HIS FOOTPRINTS SHOW JJ 
YOU ACROSS THE EARTH. HE PASSED THIS WAY 
TO THE RIVER. , THE 
ON THE TREE .. | 
WHAT COE! cal 


YOU'LL TASTE DEATH 
. MY HA DEV 


THANK YOU, AND 
NOW I MUST 


YOU HAVE PURCHASED 
ENOUGH PROVISIONS FOR 
MANY MONTHS OF THE 
SS MIGHTY COLO, STRANGER. 
I WISH YOU SPEED ANDO 
. A SAFE JOURNEY. 


FRA NKE NSTEIN 


MILES AHEAO OF VICTOR, R 


NTLESSLY LEAD 
ING°ON, THE MONSTER PR 


SES THROUGH A 


RAGING, HOWLING BLIZZARD 


WHAT IS THIS? HOWL- 
ING DOGS! LUCK IS 


fr oe a) 


WITH ME! SOME 


MUSH, MY FOUR LEGGED FRIENDS¢ 
FOR FRANKENSTEIN WILL SO: 
BE UPON US, BARING HIS WRATH 
UPON MY HEAD, I WANT TO 
GIVE_HIM A GOODLY CHASE 
FIRST. . 


POOR DEVIL HAS 
KNOWN DEATH 
FROM THE COLD, 
BUT I CAN MAKE 
GOOD USE OF HIS 
DOGS AND SLED! 


Lv?) 


a 


I SEE HIM! I'VE 
GoT yOu NOW 
MONSTER... I'VE 
GoT YOU NOW! 


THE ICE.. CRACKING! 

IN THE NAME OF THE 
HEAVENLY FATHER, 
WHY MUST THIS HAPPEN 


WHAT SHALL 

I OO-+ ONLY 

Two 0OGS 
LEFT.. 


PAINFUL HOURS PASS BEFORE THE FREAK 
TIOES BENEATH THE FROZEN MASS OF -RIVER 
HEAVE THE GREAT FLOES TOGETHER AGAIN, 


AT LAST THE ICE IS A SOLID 

MASS AGAIN ANDO I. CAN GO 

ON.. BUT WHAT IS THE USE.. 
MY FOOT IS FROZEN... PRO- 
VISIONS GONE.. THE POOR 
DOGS HOWL WITH HUNGER.. 

. I SHALL NOT WEAKEN! 


4 ON!..MUSHI!.. MUSH! 
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R HEARTS KNOW THE TERROR Of THE \ 
CREW ABOARD A THREE MABTED SCH se SPENOING THE 
BEEN CAUGHT IN THE JAM FOR OAY REST OF OUR LIVES 


i im aay RUMBLING FOR 
thy Soh | DAYS.. SAY! 
’ \ WHAT'S THAT? , 


THE GIANT'S DISAPPEARED, 
INTO THIN AIR! BUT LOOK! 
THE OTHER HAS STUMBLE 


IT'S A GIANT! ¥ 
A _DEMON! us 
HE'LL CURSE 
OUR SHIP! 

KILL HIM! 


HE SEEMS INJURED! 
BEST RESCUE 


AYE! AND 
THAT'S A 
MIRACLE... 


FRA NKE NSTEIN 


HURRY, MEN hae. Sees ~— LOOK, CAPTAIN, THE OTHER SLEIGH 
you'L. BE \ HAS STOPPED. SHALL WE SAVE 
SWEPT AWAY. HIM: ALSOP 
THE ICE 1S 
CRACKING! ’ 

$ I'M AFRAID RESCUE WOULD 
‘ MEAN OEATH TO THE 
RESCUER WITH THE ICE 
SPLITTING THE WAY IT IS. 


ELIZABETH! WY THIS POOR DEVIL 
ELIZABETH! JB WEARS His SOUL 
ON HIS FACE. HE 
MUST HAVE SUFFERED 
THE TORTURES OF erage ie 
THE DAMNED, BRING you 
ABOUT! 


I CANNOT THAT IS iMPOSSIBLE, 


i/ YOU'RE ABOARD A GREENLAND WHALER 
ON THE POST ROAO BETWEEN ST. PETERS TARRY, I MY FRIEND. YOU HAVE 
BURG ANDO ARCHANGEL, AMONG FRIENDS MUST GET LOST THE USE OF YOUR 
DON'T KNOW WHO YOU ARE BUT WE KNOW HIM. LEGS. THEY'VE BEEN 
YOU'VE HAO A TIME OF IT FROZEN. YOU ARE VERY 
Lt PLEASE LIE DOWN, 


I AM VICTOR 
FRANKENSTEIN. 
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COME NOW, MAN, TELL THE FIRST 
JUST SIP THIS. MATE TO COME 


HERE 
IMMEDIATELY! 


HE'S A GONER THE CAN YOU HEAR ME, MATE? 
ALL RIGHT’ TRY TO SPEAK. WE MAy 
yer SE ABLE TO HELE 
ye 


HE'S 
MOVING HI 
LIPS! HE'S 

TALK 


F iu 
£ it @ 
P Seeae< | A), J, I 


WEAKLY, THE SLOW AND FALTERING TALE FALLS 
FROM VICTOR'S DYING LIPS LEAVING HIE 
LISTENERS AGHAST. . 


YY THE SAINTS 
RI Ar 
a 
BELIEVE! 


FRA NKE NSTEIN 


2 


MEANWHILE, IN 
Wwe CAN ORIET SILENCE,A FORM* 
Z fF] HOISTS UP THE SIDE 


SOMEDAY ILL TELL YOU HIS 
AMAZING STORY. AS FOR WITH THE 

NOw. THE MATE TELLS ME CURRENT FoR )| OF THE RAIL... OVER 
THE ICE HAS BROKEN MANY KNOTS ON TO THE DESERT= 
ENOUGH TO LEAVE. WE'LL “ ED DECK. . 


GET STARTED AFTER THE 


TO THE CABIN WHERE 
VICTOR REPOSES.. 
OH, FRANKENSTEIN, WHAT IT'S COMING 
OOES IT AVAIL THAT I FROM UP 
NOW ASK YOUR PARDON? - THERE! 
YOUR ANGUISH HAS . 
BEEN MINE, YOUR PITy 

WAS MY HORROR. MY 

EVIL WAS YOUR CREATION, 

AND NOW IT 1S ENDED 


TOO LATE..A WIDENING GULF BREBCHED 
SHIP AND ice - Ny 


- LOOK, CAPTAIN 
{ HE'S FLOATING WAY, Vay HE is 
THOUGH THEY FOUND THE > NORTH, HE'LL A MONSTER, 
CABIN EMPTY A CANDLE prin! Potuareer ae 
HAO BEEN LIT 'T FUICK- 4 Z ‘ ae 
EREO ITS aS cEN OF \. BITTER CRIMES 


FrRom earliest childhood 

~ Mary Shelley was under 
the personal influence of the 
literary great of her time. 
Lamb was a frequent visitor 
at her father’s house. Cole- 
ridge came and read in his 
hypnotically persuasive voice 
from “The Ancient Marin- 
er.* 

William Godwin, Mary’s 
fesher, was born of a stad, 
eonservative family. Early in 
life he showed an interest in 
religion and as a young man 
was a minister, He did not 
remain long in this profes. 
sion. A volume of sermons, 
followed by some serious 
philosophical writings gain- 
ed him a position of respect 
in the literary world. 

Godwin married Mary 
Wollstonecraft, who was her- 
self a writer of no mean abil- 
ity. Her book, “Vindieation 
of the Rights of Women,” 
calling for equality of edu- 
cation and opportunity in 
the commercial world for her 
séx, brought fame. 

Mary Shelley was born on 
August 30th, 1797. Her 
mother died ten days later. 
Perhaps much of the sorrow 
of Mary’s life would have 
been avoided had her liber- 
ally-minded and strong-willed 
mother survived. 


Godwin struggled to care 
for Mary and her older half- 
sister, but feared that his 
bachelor home was not the 


proper surroundings. A few 
i 


Mary Shelley 


years after the death of his 
first wife, he remarried, This 
second marriage does not 
seem to have been fortunate, 
for his wife had no under- 
standing of the theories and 
philosophies of Godwin and 
his associates. Poor financial 
circumstances only served to 
place an extra strain upon 
the family. 


At the age of 17, Mary 
eloped with Perey Bysshe 
Shelley to Switzerland. It 
was on this trip that she 
undertook her first serious 
literary venture, a 
hook of the journey. 


travel- 


Shelley, though in line to 
inherit a baronetey, had lit. 
tle money. He was an almost 
unknown poet, (Shelley nev- 
er beeame popular until long 
after his death.) His family 
supplied a small allowance, 
but Shelley was for years on 
the verge of bufikruptey, 
mainly due to loans he se- 
cured for Godwin's publish- 
ing business. Godwin, though 
borrowing money through 
Shelley, never forgave him 
for eloping with Mary. 


Shelley's family regarded 
him as a black-sheep, His 
anti-religious. writings’ soon 
brought him into disfavor in 
England. Seeking more pleas- 
ant surroundings, the young 
couple went to Italy. It was 
here, while visiting with By- 
ron, that the idea for Frank- 
enstein was born. 

A discussion of Darwin's 
experiments, then conjee- 
tures on the possibility of 
restoring life to dead bodies 
appealed to Mary Shelley's 
fertile imagination. A night- 
mare on the subject con- 
vinced her that this was ma- 
terial for a novel that would 
terrify the reader, 

It was not until sometime 
later that the novel was com- 
pleted and published. It 
brought almost immediate 
fame. Though she wrote sev- 
eral other novels, all of them 
well-received by the public 
at that time, only Franken. 
stein has stood the test of 
lime, 

Shelley died in a boat 
wreck off the Italian coast in 
1822 and Mary made her 
wily back to England, Poy- 
erty followed her almost to 
her grave. Shelley's. family 
settled a small pension on 
her. In 1844 the family title 
and estate passed to her son, 
Percy Florence, the only one 
of her many children who 
survived, 

Mary Shelley died quietly 
on February 21st, 1851, at 
the age of fifty-three. 


PAUL REVERE’S RIDE 


(April 18-19, 1775) 
dm By HENRY WADSWORTH LONGFELLOW 


Listen, my children, and you shall hear 
Of the midnight ride of Paul Revere, 
On the eighteenth of April,in Seventy-fi 
Hardly a man is now alive 

Who remembers that famous day and year, 


ve; 


He said to his friend, “If the Britigh march 
By land or sea from the town tonight, 

Hang a lantern aloft in the belfry arch 

Of the North Church tower as a@ signal light— 
One, if by land, and two, if by 
And I on the opposite shore will bé, 
Rendy to ride and spread the alarm 
Through every Middlesex village and farm, 
For the country folk to be up and to arm.” 


Then he said, “Good wight!” and with muffled oar 
Silently rowed to the Charlestown shore, 
dust ag the moon rose over the bay, 
Where swinging wide at her moorings lay 
The Somerset, British man-ot-war ; 
A phantom ship, with each mast and spar 
Across the moon like a prison bar, 
And a huge black hulk, that was magnified 
: By its own reflection in the tide. 


Meanwhile, his friend, through alley and street, 

Wanders and watches with eager ears, 

Till in the silence around him he hears 

The muster of men at the barracks door, 
sound of arms, und the tramp of feet, 

And the measured tread of the grenadiers, 

Marching down to their boats on the shore. 


Then he climbed the tower of the Old North Churelty 
By the wooden stairs, with atealthy tread, 

To the belfry tower overhead, 

And startled the pigeons from their perch 

On the somber rafters, that round him made 
Masses and moving shaper of shade 

By the trembling tadder, steep and tall, 

To the highest window in the wall, 

Where he paused to listen and look down 

A moment on the roafs of the town, 

And the moonlight moving over alt 


Beneath, in the churchyard, lay (he dead, 

In their night-encampment on the hill, 

Wrapped in silence so deep and still 

That he could hear, like a sentinel’s tread, 

The watehiul night-wind, as it went 

Creeping along trom tent to tent, , 
And seeming to whisper, “All in well! 

A moment only he feels the spell 

Of the place and the hour, and the secret dread 
Of the lonely belfry and the dead; 

For suddenly all his thoughts are bent 

On a shadowy something tar away, 

Where the river widens to meet the bay— 

A line of black that bends and floats 

On the rising tide, like a bridge o boats. 


Booted and spurred with a heavy stride 
Meanwhile. impatient to mount and ride, 
On the opposite shore walked Paul Revere 
Now he patted hix horse's side 

.Nou gazed at the landscape far and near, 


Then. impetuous stampea the earth 

‘And turned and straightened his saddle-grth; 
But mostly he watched with eager search 
The beliry-tower of the Old North Church, 
As it rose above the graves on the hill 
Lonely and apectral and somber and Rell 
And lo! as he looks on the belfry’s height 

A glimmer, and then a gleam of light! 

He springs to the saddle, the bridle he turns, 
Bul lingers and gazes. till full on hix sight 
A second lamp in the belfry burns! 


A hurry of hoofs in a village street, 

A shape in the moonlight a bulk in the dark 

And beneath, from the pebbles in passing, a spark 
Struck cut by a steed flying fearless and Heet; 
That was all! And yet, through the gloom and the light, 
The fate of a nation was riding that ‘night; 

And the spark struck out by that steed, in his flight. 
Kindled the land into flame with its heat 

He has left the villoge and mounted the steep 
And heneath him tranquil and broad and deep, 

4s, the Mystic, meeting the ocean tides, 

ak under the alders that skirt its edge 

Ni soft on the sand, nou loud on the ledge, 

da heard the tramp of his steed as he rides 


Tt was one by the cillage clock 


It! tonn jiwelor by the* village clock When he galloped tate. Lexington 

When he crossed the bridge into Bedford Town, He sau the gilded weathercock 

He heard the crowing of the cock Summ oom the moonlight as he passed 

And the barking of the farmer's dog And the meeting house windows blank and bare, 
And felt the damp of the river's toy, Gaze at him with a spectral glare 

That rises alter the sun gues down . As if they already stood aghast 


Al the bloody work they would took upon 


Weowas two by the village clock 

When he came to the bridae in Concord Town, 
He heard the bleating of the dock 

And the twitter ot birds among the trees 
Andifelt the breath of the morning breeze 
Blowing over the meadows brown 

And one was sate and asleep in his tea 

Who at the bridue would be first te full, 

Whe that day would be lying dead 

Preveed by a British musket ball 


You know the cext In books you have vead, 
Hou the British Regulars tired and fled— 
Hou the farmers qave them bell tor ball 
From behind vach tence and farmyard walt, 
Chasing the red-coats down the lane 

Then crossing the fields te emerge again 
Lander the trees at the tutn ot the coad, 
And vely pausing to fire and loud 


Se through the aght rode Paul Revere; 

And so through the night went lis ery of alarm 
Te every Middlesea village and farm— 

A ory of defiance and aot of tear 

A voice in the darkness, a knock at the door, 
And a word that shall echo forevermore! 
hor borne on the myht wind of the past 
Through all our history. to the tast 

dn the hour of darkness and peril and aved, 
The people will waken and listen tu hear 
The hurrying hoot-beats of that steed 

And the midnight message of Paul Revere. 


The boy from 
Brooklyn who was 
Corregidor's last 
link with the United 
States is free again 


— Sergeant Irving 
Strobing, the “ghost 
of Corregidor.” 
He'll never forget 
the day the Japanese 
took over in Manila Bay. And the men who were 


his comrades, those who have survived, will never 
forget “the ghost.” 
May 6, 1942... 
. , . the weary, discouraged American garrison 
. Shells 
the hot sun glazed down 


in the tunnels of Corregidor 


waited for the Japanese to arrive 


screamed overhead 


on the blood and slaughter littering the bartered 
fortress in Manila Bay . Here a man sobbed 


quietly to himself, his thoughts turned inward to 


the past Another sat just staring ahead, seeing 
nothing, scarcely able to remember what life had 


been like back in the good old U.S.A. 


Without hope, the Americans were indeed lost. 


Something had to be done. There wasn't much 
time, and there wasn't much ro do, but Strobing 
saw what should be done, and did it. 

Suddenly his radio transmitter crackled to life, 
and with the sound, the men raised their heads 
again. 


“My name is Irving Strobing. Get this to my 
mother, Mrs, Minnie Strobing, 605 Barbey Street, 
Brooklyn, New York...” 

Hunched over his radio, young Strobing doggedly 
refused to say die. The handsome, dark-eyed sol- 
dier had graduated from Thomas Jefferson High 
School when he was 16. He spent a year in Brook- 
lyn College, and then quit because he could think 
of nothing except an army career. He wanted to 
go to West Point, but there wasn't enough money 
for that. 


THE "GHOST OF CORREGIDOR" 
By GEORGINA CAMPBELL 


At 19, he enlisted in the army on July 9, 1939. _ | 
“You'll be proud of me!” he told his parents ay 
they signed his papers. “Maybe I'll still get to H 
West Point.” He got to the Philippines and fought -* 
under General Wainwright. Until today. 


“Today he was captured, in the blistering heat 
of Manila Bay. He fought till the last second of 
time allowed him by his captors—fought not with. 
ammunition, for he had none, but with words, with 
courage and satire and hope. He became known as- 
the “ghost of Corregidor.” Never was a ghost so 
popular; never was a group of men happier to see . 
and hear this friendly spirit, who filled them with 
new hope and new courage. 


“They are not here yet. We are waiting for God 
only knows what. How about a chocolate soda?” 
He tapped the words out, and their message brought 
a rueful cackle of laughter to the parched lips of 
his comrades. . \ 

“We've got only an hour and twenty sions 

was the young radioman’s next message. The men 
in Malinta Tunnel stretched their weary bodies 
and thought: “We can make out somehow.” They 
looked about them and saw their rifles, silenced 
now, lying on the ground, They used the little 
energy they had left to smash these rifles, so that 
the Japs wouldn't get them... “They are break- 
ing up the rifles!” reported Strobing. 
° 


“My love to Pa, Joe, Suc, Mae, Garry, Joy and 
Paul... The Japanese were getting closer now; 
and Strobing’s. thoughts inevitably turned to home 
and family. Joe. his older brother, a st Hf sergeant 


on Luzon... . “Give ‘en hell for us!” Strabing's 


radio begged .. . Sue, his sister, who then had not 
yet graduated from Hunter's College . 0. Mac and 
Carry, his unele and aunt, Mr. and Mrs. Vried- 
man, who lived upstairs. Would he ever see 
upstairs again? Joy and Paul, their kids who'd 
bragged about Irving from the second he entered 
the army. Would they say in the future: “He was 
ur. cousin and a brave soldier?” And his father; 
he was alive when Irving sent that message, and 


t that message. He ts 


smiled in pride when he 
dead now 

"General Wainwright is aright guy” Strobmnyg’s 
radio said after that “Me are walling ta goon for 
him” 


~ When the Japanese arrived, the Americans were i 


willing to march bravely, heads high, for Wain- 
wright; and, too, tor Corporal (now Sergeant) 
Strobing. 

The supple fingers which had tapped out words 
of cheer grew scrawny and calloused as Strobing 
worked in a Japanese quarry day after day. “It 
was work or starve.’ he recalled over three years 
later; “Or probably both. You 
filled your ten cars of rocks 
every day or vou missed your 
food and your rest periods,” 

Back in Brooklyn, at 605 
Barbey Street. Mrs. “Minnie 
Strobing waited fer her son to 
return, “L never could realize 
that IT omightn't be seeing Inn 
again! she said; “LE always 
knew: he would come home” A 
small, plump, brighteved woman, 
she found the waiting hard, but 
she had much of the courage that 


was in Irving, and she managed to keep smiling. 
She treasired some pressed flowers her boy had 
sent Her) trom the Philippines tor Mother's Day. 
She thought often of how he had always liked’ to 
fool around with a radio. She was glad she had let 
him. 

After three and a half years of prison, the 
“ohost’? was tinally freed in September, 194), He 
was fovwn in from the far Pacifie with about 80 
other prisoners of war. They came in three big 
transport planes and were welcomed by oven oa 
thousand relatives and friends in San Francisco. 


Many other thousands lined the streets to cheer’ 


wildly as they paraded along Market Street 

High-ranking officers of the Army and) Navy 
met them at Haonilton: Field. Honor guards and 
Avow and Navy bands eseorted them. The cheering 
was silenced as messages of gratitude and) pride 
were read. 

“You return as conquerors and as heroes and 
we hail you with the gratitude which your gal 
Jantry so richly deserves,” said a message. from 
James Forrestal, Secrerary of the Navy 

Robert Patterson, Secretary of War, saids 
“You wele our farthest outpost in time of great 
national peril, You stood firm and heroic’ in the 
face of certain deteat. We honor vou as we wel 
come you back.” 

Srobing and his comrades 
were pleased by all this, But the 
message they wilh treasure for 
ever came from that “right guy,” 
Jonathan Wainwright, to the 
men he deseribed as “ni com 
rades.”” 

“Tn future years our greatest 
pride will be these words.” said 
the General's message. “Twas ar 
Bataan and then 1 was “at 


Corregidor.’ ” 


